BUDDY BEAR AND HIS AUNTIE 


This work is licensed under Attribution-NonCommercial-ShareAlike 4.0 International. To 
view a copy of this license, visit http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-sa/4.0/ 


Buddy Bear used to go to see his Auntie on her little farm almost every day, and she nearly 
always gave him something to take home to his Mommy. 


One day she gave him a big piece of cake--nice, yellow, rich-gold home-made cake. 


Buddy Bear took it in his fist and held it all scrunched up tight and went home. By the time he 
got home there wasn't anything left but a fistful of crumbs. His Mommy said: 


“What’s that in your hand, Buddy Bear?” 

“Cake, Mommy,” said Buddy Bear. 

“Cake!” said his Mommy. “Buddy Bear, bless your heart! That's no way to carry cake. The way 
to carry cake is to wrap it all up nice in some leaves and put it in your hat, and put your hat on 
your head, and then come home. You understand, Buddy Bear?” 


“Yes, Mommy,” said Buddy Bear. 


Next day Buddy Bear went to see his Auntie, and she gave him a pound of fresh butter for his 
Mommy—fine, fresh, sweet, home-made butter. 


Buddy Bear wrapped it up in leaves and put it in his hat, and put his hat on his head, and came 
along home. 


It was a very hot day. Pretty soon the butter began to melt. It melted, and melted, and as it 
melted it ran down Buddy Bear's forehead; then it ran over his face, and in his ears, and down 
his neck. When he got home, all the butter Buddy Beard had was on him. His Mommy looked 
at him, and then she said: 

“Oh, my!” Buddy Bear, what is that in your hat?” 


“Butter, Mommy,” said Buddy Bear; “Auntie gave it to me.” 


“Butter!” said his Mommy. “Buddy Bear, bless your heart! Don't you know that's no way to 
carry butter?” 


“The way to carry butter is to wrap it up in some leaves and take it down to the brook, and cool 
it in the water, and cool it in the water, and cool it in the water, and then take it in your hands, 


careful, and bring it along home.” 


“Yes, Mommy,” said Buddy Bear. 


Another day, Buddy Bear went to see his Auntie again, and this time she gave him a little new 
puppy-dog to take home. 


Buddy Bear put it in some leaves and took it down to the brook; and there he cooled it in the 
water, and cooled it in the water, and cooled it in the water; then he took it in his hands and 
went home. When he got home, the puppy-dog was almost dead. His Mommy looked at it, and 
said: 


“Oh, my goodness! Buddy Bear, what do you have there?” 
“A puppy-dog, Mommy,” said Buddy Bear. 


“A puppy-dog!” said his Mommy. “Buddy Bear, bless your heart! That's no way to carry a 
puppy-dog! The way to carry a puppy-dog is to take a long piece of string and tie one end of it 
around the puppy-dog's neck and put the puppy-dog on the ground and take hold of the other 
end of the string and then come home.” 


“All right, Mommy,” said Buddy Bear. 


Next day, Buddy Bear went to see his Auntie again, and when he was ready to go home she 
gave him a loaf of bread to carry to his Mommy; a brown, fresh, crusty loaf of home-made 
bread. 


So Buddy Bear tied a string around the end of the loaf and took hold of the end of the string and 
went home. When he got home his Mommy looked at the thing on the end of the string, and she 
said: 


“Oh, my goodness! Buddy Bear, what is that on the end of that string?” 

“Bread, Mommy,” said Buddy Bear; “Auntie gave it to me.” 

“Bread!!!” said his Mommy. “Buddy Bear, Buddy Bear, bless your sweet little heart! We’re 
just going to have to get this straightened out. I’m going straight over to see your Auntie and 
tell her that the next time she gives you something to bring home, she will have remember to 
tell you the right way to carry it back.” 

“But I'll just tell you one thing, Buddy Bear! You see these here six mince pies I just made? 
You see how I set them on the doorstep to cool? Well, now, you hear me, and listen carefully. 
Buddy Bear, you he careful how you step on those pies! Do you understand?” 


“Yes, Mommy,” said Buddy Bear. 


Then Buddy Bear's Mommy put on her bonnet and her shawl and took a basket in her hand and 
went away to see Auntie. The six mince pies sat cooling in a row on the doorstep. 


And then — and then — Buddy Bear was careful how he stepped on those pies! 


He stepped — right — in — the — middle — of — every — one. 
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Epaminondas was a story my father told me when I was young. I was an adult before I saw the 
book. Let us say that the illustrations are offensive racial stereotypes, and that the text served to 
reinforce those stereotypes. The underlying story is, I think, charming, and the literary 
predecessor to the very popular children’s book character Amelia Bedelia. 


Now that the book has entered the public domain, I thought I would try to retell the story that 
delighted me in a way that avoids the unnecessary offensive images and dialect in the original. 


